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We rode all the morning along a rocky little
path, following the downward course of the Sefid
Rud. The river where the bridge of Menjil
crosses it presents an aspect extraordinarily wild
and beautiful. The deep, bare valley below the
bridge opens out above it into wider ground,
bordered by rugged mountains, and narrowing
away upwards to where heavy clouds rest upon
blue peaks. The wind races through the desolate
valley, and finding nothing to resist it but the
bridge, whose strong piers stand firmly in the
foaming water, it wreaks its vengeance on the
storm-clouds, which it collects and scatters at its
pleasure, tearing them apart and driving them
headlong in front of it, till the valley is flecked
with their dark shadows, and with glints of
brilliant sunshine between.
We rode through the tiny village of Rudbar,
embedded in a wealth of olives, down by the
water's edge. Some inhabitant, with a tasteful
eye for decoration, had covered the houses with a
continuous pattern of red lines and rows of rudely-
drawn hands, with the five fingers outstretched,
intended to represent the Prophet's hands, and to
serve not only as an adornment, but as a charm
against evil. We had great difficulty in persuad-
ing our baggage-mules to pass by open doors and
narrow side streets without satisfying their
curiosity as to what lay beyond ; they developed
all the qualities of ardent explorers, and whenever
we were not looking turned into courtyards and